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The  A R G U M T N T. 

PETER  the  GREAT  fghteth  the  President's  Battle — proclaimeth  fome  of 
the  P ref  dent's  Powers — viz.  his  perfevering  Tooth-and-nail  Powers— 
his  'Stomach  Powers — his  Face  Powers — bis  Hammer  Powers,  triumph  • 
ing  over  the  Powers  of  Morpheus,  and  eke  his  courageous  Powers. 

Peter  heginneih  the  Pale — Sir  Jofeph  proceeded ; to  hu?it — but  frf  ejaculatcth 

— The  Virtuofo' s Prayer  — Sir  .Jofeph*!  InfeB  Enthufafm  indue eth  him , 
contrary  to  his  general  Piety , to  pray  wickedly,  by  f elf  fly  wi/hing  to 
gratify  his  own  Deflres  at  the  Expence  of  the  Farmers — Sir  Jofeph  pray- 
cth  for  Pharaoh’!  Flics  — condemneth  Pharaoh’!  Tcfe  — maketh  Inter ef 
for  Showers  of  Flies , infead  of  Quails — pray  eth  for  Monfers , and  pro  • 
mifeth  them  the  Honour  of  his  Name. 

Sir  Jofeph,  in  a Pointer -like  Manner , ambulateth — he  efpieth  the  Emperor 
of  Morocco — Peter  conjeBureth  as  to  Sir  Jofeph’!  Joy  on  the  Occafon— 
compareth  Sir  Jofeph’!  Joy  with  that  experienced  by  Archimedes,  Hare- 
hunters , outrageoufly -virtuous  old  Maids , the  little  Duke  of  Piccadilly, 
a Pimp , Mother  Windforh  Virgins,  and  Mother  Windfor  herfelf — 
Sir  Jofeph’!  Purfuii — the  P ref  dent  tumble  th,  in  Imitation  of  Mr.  Eden 

— a beautiful  Comparifon  between  Sir  Jofeph  and  Tamerlane,  a But- 
terfly, and  Bajazet — Sir  Jofeph  again  tumbleth  — Sir  Jofeph’!  Hat 
tumbleth  with  him — Sir  Jofeph  rflet'h  and  blow  eth — he  is  gazed' at  by  a~ 
Countryman — he  darteth  through  a Hedge  in  Purfuit  of  the  Emperor , and 
tumbleth  into  a Lane  — he  getteth  up  fpeedily , and  putt  eth  a fuefion  to 
Hob — Hob  anfwereth  not , but  pitieth  him — Sir  Jofeph  obtaineth  a fecond 

B-  View ■ 


The  ARGUMENT. 


View  of  he  Emperor  — purfueth  his  Majejly  Into  a Garden  — overfet- 
teth  the  Gardener — trampleth  on  rare  flowers— breaketh  many  Bell  GlaJJe * 
— overturneth  the  Scarecrow  — Peter  pralfeth  the  Scarecrow  — Sir  Jo- 
feph overfetieth  a hive  of  Bees  — The  Bees  furprized  — they  attempt  a 
Revenge , but  fucceed  noty  on  Account  of  the  hard  and  tough  Materials  of 
Sir  Jofeph’j  Headpiece — The  Gardener , quitting  his  horizontal  Pqfition, 
purfueth  Sir  Jofeph — Sir  Jofeph  purfueth  the  Emperor , and  the  Empe- 
ror flieth  away — The  Gardener  collar eth  Sir  Jofeph,  and  expofulateth — 
Sir  Jofeph  heedeth  not  the  Gardener's  Complaint , being  in  deep  Sorrow 
for  the  Lofs  of  the  Emperor  — The  Gardener  quitteth  his  Gripe  in  Sir 
Jofeph,  and  putteth  him  down  for  a Lunatic — the  Gardener  execrateih 
Sir  Jofeph *5  Keeper , and  falleth  into  a Panic — fiieth  of  unceremonioufy, 
and  leaveth  the  Prefident  in  the  Situation  of  a celebrated  Prophet . 


PROEMIUM 


$ 


P R O E M I U M. 

PETRUS  LOQUITUR. 

SlNCE  members  loft  to  manners,  growl ; 

Call  poor  Sir  Jofeph  afs,  and  owl ; 

Nay,  oft  with  ooarfer  epithets  revile ; 

Though  pitying  much  his  pigmy  merit. 

Let  me  difplay  a Chriftian  fpirit, 

And  try  to  lift  a lame  dog  o’er  a ftyle. 

- * / 

Though  not,  like  Erlkine,  in  the  law  a giant, 

I muft  take  up  the  cudgels  for  my  client. 

Know  by  thefe  prefents , then,  ye  noify  crew, 

Who  at  his  blufhing  honours  * look  fo  blue, 

* Blujhing  honours — the  author  undoubtedly  means  the  epithet  blufhing 
to  be  underftood  as  fynonymous  with  blooming , and  not  in  a fatyrical  fenfe: 
God  forbid  that  the  friend  of  Sir  Jofeph  ftiould  mean  otherwife! 


That 


That  though  Sir  Jofeph  is  not  deep-difcerning. 
And  though,  as  all  the  world  well  knaws> 

A nutfhell  might  with  perfedl  eafe  enclole 

Three  quarters  of  his  fenfe,  and  all  his  learning 
Whole  model!  wifdom,  therefore,  never  aims 
To  find  the  longitude,  or  burn  the  Thames  j 

Yet,  as  to  things  he  lets  himfelf  abo«.tj 

*» 

With  tooth  and  nail,  like  Hercules , fo  ft  out. 

He  labours  for  his  wifh,  no  matter  what  ; * 

I can’t  fay  that  Sir  Jofeph  lions  kills  y 
Hugs  giants,  or  the  blood  of  hydras  fpills  ^ 

But  then  molt  manfully  he  eats  a bat, 

0 

Eats  toads,,  or  tough,,  or  tender,  old,  or  young, 
As  in  the  fweetjeft  ftrains  the  Mufe  hath  fung : *’ 
Fit  with  the  hugeft  Hottentot  to  cope, 

Who  dines  on  Yaw  fielh  at  the  Cape  of  Hope.. 


* See  Peter’s  Prophecy, 
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Blefl  with  a phiz,  he  bids  the  Members  tremble! 

To  deathlike  lilen.ce  turns  the  direft  din; 

And  where  fo  many  favages  affemble, 

Like  hounds  they  want  a proper  Whipper-in. 

Dare  members  fleep*,  a fet  of  fnoring  Goths, 

Whilft  Blagden  reads  a chapter  upon  moths  ? 

Down  goes  the  hammer,  cloath’d  with  thunder ! 

Up  fpring  the  Snorers,  half  without  their  wigs ; 

Old  Graybeards  grave,  and  fmock-fac’d  Prigs, 

With  ell-wide  jaws  difplaying  ligns  of  wonder. 

Lo  ! perfeverance  is  the  foul  of  action  1 
And  courage  proper  to  oppofe  a faction  ; 

Therefore  he  fits  with  wonderful  propriety, 

The  Monro  of  a mad  Society  : 

And  that  he  is  both  brave  and  perfevering, 

Witnefs  the  following  ftory,  well  worth  hearing. 

* Frequently,  indeed,  are  the  Members  fent  to  the  land  of  fhadows 
by  the  Society’s  fomniferous  papers  ; shifted  in  a great  meafure  in  their 
voyage  by  the  Dolor’s  <lrow(y  manner  of  communicating  the  contents. 

c 
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SIR  JOSEPH  BANKS 

AND 

**  v 

The  EMPEROR  of  MOROCCO. 


A PRESIDENT,  in  butterBies  profound. 
Of  whom  all  Infedtmongers  ling  the  praifes, 
Went  on  a day  to  catch  this  game  renown’d, 

On  vi’lets,  dunghills,  nettletops,  and  dailies ! 
But  firft  (fo  pious  is  Sir  Jofeph’s  nature) 

He  thus  addrefs’d  the  butterfly’s  Creator. 


[ «*  ] 


The  VIRTUOSO’S  PRAYER. 

I N 

O THOU  whofe  wifdom  plann’d  the  Ikies,, 

C “T  l r - 

And  form’d  the  wings  of  butterflies. 

Attend  my  humble  pray’r  ! 

Like  Egypt,  as  in  days  of  yore, 

Let  earth  with  flies  be  cover’d  o’er*. 

And  darken’d  aH  the  air. 

\ . \ ' ' * !.  • 

This,  Lord,  wou’d  be  the  befl:  of  news 

Then  might  thy  fervant  pick  and  chufe 
From  fuch  a glorious  heap: 

Forth-  to  the  world  I’d  boldly  rufk,,  F -■ 

Put  all  Mufaeums  to  the  blufh, 

And  hold  them  all  dog  cheap;. 

' 

Pharaoh  had  not  one  grain  of  tafle 

° ^ f 

The  flies  on  him  were  thrown  to  wafte, 

Nay, 


[ 1 3 1 

Nay,  met  with  ftrong  obje&ion ; 

But  had  thy  fervant,  Lord,  been  there, 

I fhould  have  made,  or  much  I err, 

> ■ f . 

A wonderful  colle&ion ! 

O Lord  ! if  not  my  mem’ry  fails, 

Thou  once  didft  rain  on  people  quails — 
Again  the  world  furprize  ; 

And  ’ftead  of  fuch  a trifling  bird, 

Rain  on  thy  fervant  Jofeph,  Lord, 
Show’rs  of  rare  butterflie* ! 

' i 

i __  . 

Since  monfters  are  my  great  delight, 
With  monfters  charm  thy  fervant’s  fight. 
Turn  feathers  into  hair  : 

Make  legs  where  legs  were  never  feen, 
And  eyes,  no  bigger  than  a pin, 

As  broad  as  faucers  ftare. 


D 


The 
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The  reptiles  that  are  born  with  claws, 

O ! let  thy  pow’r  fupply  with  paws, 
Adorn’d  with  human’  nails ; 

In  value  more  to  make  them  rife, 
Tranfplant  from  all  their  heads,  their  eyes, 

V 

And  place  them  in  their  tails. 

And  if  thou  wifely  wouldft  contrive 
To  make  me  butterflies  alive. 

To  fly  without  a head  ; 

To  fkim  the  hedges  and  the  fields, 

Nay,  eat  the  meat  thy  bounty  yields  ; 

Such  wonders  were  indeed  ! 

Blagden  fhould  puff  them  at  our  Meeting  $ 
Members  would  prefs  around  me  greeting  x 
Th,e  Journals  fweli  with  thanks  x 
And  more  to  magnify  their  fame, 

Thofe  headlefs  flies  fhould  have  a name — - 
My  name Sir  Jofeph  Banks  l ” 


thus; 


[ >5  ] 

THUS  having  finifh’d,  forth  Sir  Jofeph  hies, 
Hope  in  his  heart,  and  eagles  in  his  eyes ! 

Juft  like  a pointer,  quartering  well  his  ground. 

He  nimbly  trots  .the  field  around  ! 

At  length,  to  blefs  his  hunting  ambulation,  ' 

Up  rofe  a Native  of  the  flutt’ring  nation. 

Broad  ftar’d  Sir  Jofeph  as  if  ftruck  by  thunder  ; 

r . ^ , > • , i * ' . 

(For' much,  indeed,  are  eyes  enlarg’d  by  wonder,) 

When  from  a dab  of  dung,  or  fome  fuch  thing T 
» , 

An  Emp’ror  of  Morocco  rear’d  his  wing ! 

p 

Not  Archimedes,  ’tis  my  firm  belief, 

More  bleft,  cried  “ Eureka , I’ve  nabb’d  the  thief;’* 

Nor  hunters,  when  a hare,  to  fhun  foul  play,- 

Steals  from  his  feat  fo  fly,  cry  “ Stole  away ; ” 

Nor  ftale  old  nymphs,  by  raging  virtue  fway’d, 

• /'  , \r. 

Bmar  on  a Frail  one,  " Kill  the  wicked  jade 

Than  roar’d  Sir  Jofeph  on  the  verdant  fod, 

“ Morocco’s  Emp’ror,  by  the  living  God  !” 


Not 


[ ]; 

Not  with  more  joy,  nor  rapture-fpeaking  look, 

The  little  gamefome  Piccadilly  Duke 

Eyes  a nice  Tit,  frefh  launch’d  upon  the  town  ; 

Nor  with  more  pleafure  Cupid’s  trufly  crimp, 

By  mouths  of  vulgar  people  nam’d  a pimp, 

Stares  on  his  virtuous  fee,  a crown  ; 

Nor  King’s-Place  nymphs,  on  Greenhorns  in  their  pow’r ; 

Who  (fhamelefs  rafeals,  wanting  not  a wife,) 

Hire  love,  like  hackney  coaches,  by  the  hour, 

Damning  the  love  fo  true  that  lafts  for  life ; 

Nor  wither’d  Windsor  on  the  iimple  Maid, 

From  feenes  of  rural  innocence  betray’d  ; 

Forc’d  to  difpofe  of  Nature’s  fweeteft  charms; 

Doom’d  for  a meal  to  fink  a beauteous  wreck  ; 

To  lend  to  man  fhe  loathes,  her  lip,  her  neck, 

And,  weeping,  ad  the  wanton  in  his  arms; 

. . . . ^ 

Than  did  the  Hero  of  my  fong, 

Survey  the  Emp’ror  as  he  mov’d  along. 


Lightly 


[•  J 

Not  with  more  glee  a hen-peck’d  hufband  fpies 
Death  {hutting  up  his  wife’s  two  cat-like  eyes, 

Accuftom’d  on  him  oft  and  fierce  to  roll ; t 

Juft  like  a galley  Have,  poor  fellow,  treated, 

Or  thofe  poor  Englifh  at  Calcutta  fweated  ; 

Stuff’d  in  the  old  Black  Hole  : 

t . »)  ’ ' Cl  OOI  j il J f • . i f L j . v . ’ : ■ 


• ' ponl  i|3  toe q • n 

And  yet,  a neater  Emile  to  ufe, 

Not  with  more  true  delight  a lover  views 
The  blufhing  orient  leading  on  the  day 
That  gives  a blooming  partner  to  his  arms, 

C * • ... 

In  virtues  rich,  and  rich  in  youthful  charms, 

! r, ' ’ - 

To  bid  the  hours  with  rapture  glide  away: 

l . . j ) ' r.  ^ n . • r - • r . . r 

uu  i • ulJO 

... 

Sad  anxious  fwain,  who  now  in  bed,  now  out, 

Tofs’d  like  the  fea  with  thundering  thoughts  about; 

Curling  with  hearty  pray’rs  the  lingering  night ; 

' , T ' , ' . ' . . . • . . • , r '•  - - _ 

Now  trying  hard  to  lleep  away  the  time  ; 

n ' r , . 

Now  flaring  on  the  dark,  like  bards  for  rhyme, 

To  catch  the  fmallefl  glimpfe  of  light. 

E Afraid 


•i 
• j 
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Afraid  that  Phoebus  means  foul  play, 

And,  bent  to  fpite  him,  lie  a-bed  all  day : 

- . ' ■ . • 

And,  bond  fide,  not  of  rapture  fuller, 

. 

Thurlow,  the  Seal  and  Royal  Confcience  keeper, 

Sees  his  prime  fav’rite,  Mr.  Juftice  Buller, 

High  thron’d  in  Chancery,  grieve  the  poor  Sir  Pepper, 
Than  did  the  Prefident  fo  keen  efpy 

The  butterfly!  ' l . 

•f*-  > • i J Ci '-r i * « '-'i  I f uJ6  jfl  J 

Lightly  with  winnowing  wing  amid  the  land, 

/ . C > ‘ . T - f • ' * :7‘ 

His  Moorifh  M^efty  in  circles  flew  ! 

With  fturdy  ftriding  legs  and  outftretch’d  hand, 

The  Virtuofo  did  his  prey  purfue. 

• \ . . • / . . . _ ' ' ‘ * • i * . r • ; 1 fg 

■ 

He  ftrikes — he  mifles — ftrikes  again — he  grins, 

And  fees  in  thought  the  monarch  fix’d  with  pins ; 

\ ’ \ - y 'j  * ' ~ ‘j  * 1 *■  \ * r ' ' ^ 

Sees  him  on  paper  giving  up  the  ghoft, 

Nail’d  like  a hawk  or  martyr  to  a pofl:. 


[ ’9  3 

Oft  fell  Sir  Jofeph  on  the  ftipp’ry  plain, 

Like  patriot  Eden — fell  to  rife  again  ; 

The  Emp’ror  fmiling,  fported  on  before  5 

Like  Phoebus  courftng  Daphne  was  the  chace, 

But  not  fo  was  the  meaning  of  the  race, 

Sir  Jofeph  ran  to  kill,  not  kifs  the  Moor  y 

» — 

To  hold  him  pris’ner  in  a glafs  for  ftiow, 

Like  Tamerlane,  (redoubtable  his  rage) 

Who  kept  poor  Bajazet,  his  vanquilh’d  foe. 

Juft  like  an  owl  or  magpye  in  a cage* 

Again  to  earth  Sir  Jofeph  fell  fo  flat, 

Flat  as  the  flatted:  of  the  flounder  race ! 

Down  with  Sir  Jofeph  dropp’d  his  three-cock’d  hat-, 

■a  ■■  . ? 

Moft  nobly  fharing  in  his  friend’s  difgrace. 

Again  he  fprings,  with  hope  and  ardour  pale, 

And  blowing  like  the  fifti  baptiz'd  a whale ; 


Darting 


V 


t If  ■*, 

j D'lll* 


[ w ] 
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Darting  his  arms  now.  here,  now  there,  fo  wild, 

, . . ' • ••  '-i'  ‘ilCt  ‘ '.V)  ^ c.<-y-  : , 

With  all  the  eager  raptures  of  a child, 

Who  with  broad  anxious  eye  a bauble  views, 

And,  capering  legs  and  hands,  the  toy  purines. 


A Countryman,  who,  from  a lane, 


iO 
1 1 


'1  d’L  u'm  ' 1 

/ f Vj  . a „ r\  . t • o 

‘ - 1 f:/k  Vv  lr?  ■ 

Had  mark’d  Sir  Jofeph,  running,  tumbling,  fweating, 
Stretching  his  hands  and  arms,  like  one  infane, 


And  with  thofe  arms  the  air  around  him  beating;. 
To  no  particular  opinion  leaning, 

Of  fuch  manoeuvring  could  not  guefs  the  meaning. 


t • * 


At  length  the  Prefldent,  all  foam  and  muck, 

Quite  out  of  breath,  and  out  of  luck, 

A 

Purfued  the  flying  monarch  to  the  place, 

< . 

Where  flood  this  Countryman,  with  marv’ling  face. 
Now  through  the  hedge,  exactly  like  a horfe, 

■v  •-*  J 

Wild  plung’d  the  Prefldent  with  all  his  force, 


t .4  4..i 


/„ 


* a 


His 


I V 


His  brow  in  fweat,  his  foul  in  perturbation  j 
Mindlefs  of  trees,  and  bufhes,  and  the  brambles, 

Head  over  heels  into  the  lane  he  fcrambles, 

Where  Hob  flood  loft  in  wide-mouth’d  fpeculation! 

t 

' / 

Speak,”  roar’d  the  Preftdent,  ce  this  inftant — fay", 

<c  Haft  feen,  haft  feen,  my"  lad,  this  way 

“ The  Emp’ror  of  Morocco  pafs?” 

Hob  to  the  infecft-hunter  nought  replied, 

But  fhook  his  head,  and  fympathizing  figh’d^ 

“ Alas ! 

cc  Poor  gentleman,  I’m  forry  for  ye  ; 

\ 

Xi  And  pity  much  your  upper  ftory  /” 

Lo ! down  the  lane  alert  the  Emp’ror  flew, 

And  ftruck  once  more  Sir  Jofeph’s  hawk-like  view ; 

And  now  he  mounted  o’er  a garden  wall ! 

In  rufti’d  Sir  Jofeph  at  the  garden  door, 

Knock’d  down  the  Gard’ner — what  could  man  do  more 

And  left  him  as  he  chofe  to  rife  or  fprawl. 

F 


" [ **  ] 

O’er  peerlefs  hyacinths  our  Hero  rufti’d;  f • • 

Through  tulips  and  anemonies  he  pufti’d. 

Breaking  a hundred  necks  at  ev’ry  fpring  : 

\ 

On  bright  carnations,  blufhing  on  their  banks, 

With  defp’rate  hoof  he  trod,  and  mow’d  down  ranks. 


iut  sH 


?iuOJ 


(jlorl;  >ii  i b • 


Such  vail  ambition  urg’d  to  feize  the  king  1 

• 4 ■ " ; • - ; twih  b wb  l tah  isiiW- 


Bell  glaffes,  all  fo  thick,  were  tumbled  o’er, 

& f ”“3X1  3*nJrr~loavf  * twioA  ox 

And  lo  ! the  cries,  fo  fhrill,  of  many  a fcore, 

A fad  and  fatal  Broke  proclaim’d ; 

The  Scarecrow  all  fo  red,  was  overturn’d  ; 

His  vanifh’d  hat,  and  wig,  and  head,  he  mourn’d. 

And  much,  indeed,  the  man  of  ftraw  was  maim’d! 


Juft  Guardian  of  the  facred  fpot, 

i , * r , 

With  face  fo  fierce,  and  pointed  gun. 
Who  threat’ned  all  the  birds  with  fhot  ; 
To  kill  of  fparrowa  ev’ry  mother’s  fon  : 

4 


Fierce 


; { -3  ] 

Fierce  as  thofe  fcarlet  minifters  of  fate, 

‘ }L  j v i ' 

r . v 

The  warlike  guardians  of  St.  James’s  ^ate! 

< j 1 r ; I1,  • ; 'j/v  r J , 

Yet  not  content  with  feats  like  thefe, 

r ' ; J;':  •'  ’ * (vCf;  ji/Jicf  7 >i  j.;-’?-! PD  7 ; ' 

He  tumbled  o’er  a hive  of  bees ; 

Out  rufh’d  the  hoft,  and  wonder’d  from  their  fouls, 

" ■ ' . ^ - ~J  iq  r «.*.  . ,,  , f'; 

•c"  '•  *«-*  --f'  ->  rj  £ ij  ; .•  ; 

What  dev’l  dar’d  dafh  their  houfe  about  their  polls. 
Like  Louis  *,  whofe  fierce  heart  was  fuch, 

— r «?• ■ x 

As  made  him  like  a football  kick  the  Dutch  ! 

\ ' 

But  foon  the  fmall,  heroic,  injur’d  nation 
Defcried  the  author  of  their  obligation  j 

And,  to  repay  it,  round  him  rufii’d  the  fwarm  ; 
Prodigious  was  the  buz  about  his  ears ! 

With  all  their  venom  did  they  pufii  their  fpears. 

But  lo ! they  work’d  him  not  one  grain  of  harm  l 
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t *4  ] 

Yet  did  no  God  nor  Godling  intervene, 

. ' 

By  way  of  fcreen ! 

The  happy  head  their  pointed  fpears  defied, 

i% 

Strong,  like  old  Homer’s  fhields,  in  tough  bull  hide, 

* ~ * ■*  ' / 

And  brafs  well  temper’d,  to  fupport  the  fhock  !* — 
The  bees  their  difappointed  vengeance  mourn’d, 

And  from  their  fierce  attack,  fatigu’d,  return’d, 
Believing  they  had  ftorm’d  a barber’s  block. 


What  was  thought  death  and  tortures  by  the  clan, 

* I u . > ■■  ■• 

Was  only  tickling  the  great  Man  ! 

Thus  round  big  Ajax  rag’d  the  Trojan  hoft, 

Who  might  as  well,  indeed,  have  drubb’d  a poft. 


The  Gardner  now  for  juft  revenge  up  fprung, 
O’erwhelm’d  with  wonderment  and  dung,  - 
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And  fiercely  in  his  turn  purfu’d  the  Knight ! 

From  bed  to  bed,  full  tilt  the  champions  rac’d. 

This  chac’d  the  Knight,  the  Knight  the  Emp’ror  chac’d, 

Who  fcal’d  the  walls,  alas ! and  vanifh’d  out  of  fight ; 

To  find  the  Emprefs,  p’rhaps,  and  tell  her  Grace 
The  merry  hift’ry  of  the  chace. 

At  length  the  Gard’ner,  fwelfd  with  rage  and  dolour, 
O’ertaking,  grafps  Sir  Jofeph  by  the  collar. 

And  bleft  with  fav’rite  oaths,  abundance  ftiow’rs  ; 

“ Villain,”  he  cried,  “ beyond  example ! 

“ Juft  like  a cart-horfe  on  my  beds  to  trample, 

“ More  than  your  foul  is  worth,  to  kill  my  flow’rs ! 

<c  See  how  your  two  vile  hoofs  have  made  a wreck 
“ Look,  rafcal,  at  each  Beauty’s  broken  neck  !”- 

Mindlefs  of  humbled  flow’rs,  fo  freely  kill’d. 

Although  fuperior  to  his  foul  declar’d, 

And  vegetable  blood  profufely  fpill’d, 

Superior,  too,  to  all  reward  ; 

G 


Mindlefs 
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Mindlefs  of  all  the  Gard’ner’s  plaintive  ftrains, 

\ 

The  Emp’ror’ s form  monopoliz’d  his  brains. 

At  length  he  fpoke,  in  fad  defpairing  tones, 

€<  Gone  ! by  the  God  that  made  me  ! — D-mn  his  bones ! 

“ O Lord  ! no  difappointment  mine  furpafles ; 

“ Poh  ! what  are  paltry  flowers  and  broken  glafles, 

“ A tumbled  Scarecrow,  bees,  the  idle  whim  ? 

“ Zounds ! what  a fet  of  mifcreants  to  him  ! 

“ Gone  is  my  foul’s  delire,  for  ever  gone  ! ” 

<c  Who’s  gone?”  the  Gard’ner  ftraight  replied 

“ The  Emp’ror,  Sir,”  with  tears,  Sir  Jofeph,  cried 

<c  The  Emp’ror  of  Morocco thought  my  own  ! 

“ To  unknown  fields  behold  the  Monarch  fly ! 

u Zounds ! not  to  catch  him,  what  an  afs  was  I ! ” 

His  eyes  the  Gard’ner,  full  of  horror,  ftretch’d. 

And  then  a groan,  a monftrous  groan,  he  fetch’d, 

Contemplating 
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Contemplating  around  his  ruin’d  wares ; 

And  now  he  let  Sir  Jofeph’s  collar  go ; 

And  now  he  bray’d  aloud  with  bittereft  woe, 

“ Mad,  madder  than  the  maddeft  of  March  hares 

“ A p-x  confound  the  fellow’s  Bedlam  rigs ! 

<c  Oh  ! he  hath  done  the  work  of  fifty  pigs ! 

“ The  Devil  take  his  Keeper,  a damn’d  goofe, 

<c  For  letting  his  wild  Beafl:  get  loofe  !” 

But  now  the  Gard’ner,  terrified,  began 
To  think  himfelf  too  near  a man 
In  fo  Peg-Nicholfon  a fituation  5 
And  happy  from  a madman  to  efcape, 

He  left  him  without  bow,  or  nod,  or  fcrape, 

Like  Jeremiah  midft  his  Lamentation. 

Such  is  the  tale if  readers  figh  for  more, 

Sir  Jofeph’s  wallet  holdeth  many  a fcore. 


THE 


END. 
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